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them up here and there; they did not mend the style. Self-reliance had been lost in past failures; I was weighed down on every side, but I struggled to bring the book somehow to a close. Nothing mattered to me, but this one thing. To put an end to the landlady's cheating, and to bind myself to remain at home, I entered into an arrangement with her that she was to supply me with board and lodgings for three pounds a week, and henceforth resisting all Ourzon Street temptations, I trudge home through November fogs, to eat a chop in a frou^y lodging-house. I studied the horrible servant as one might an insect under a microscope. "What an admirable book she would make, but what will the end be Hf I only knew the end I" I had more and more difficulty in keeping the fat landlady at arm's length, and the nasty child was well beaten on© day for lingering about my door. I saw poor Miss L. nightly, on the stairs of this infamous house, and 1 never wearied of talking to her of her hopes and ambitions, of the young man she admired. She used to ask me about my novel.
Poor Miss L.! Where is she ? I do not know, but I shall not forget the time when I used to listen for her footstep on the midnight stairs. Often I was too despondent, when my troubles lay too heavily and darkly upon me, I let her go up to her garret without a word. Despondent days and nights when I cried, Shall I never pass from this lodging ? shall I never be a light in that London, long, low, misshapen, that dark monumental stream flowing through the lean bridges; and what if I were a light in this umber-.^»^,f  J   J JJin t»+?HM
